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P.... is a stupendous D-cupper 
from England who we found in an 
unusual way. A few months ago, one 
of our readers wrote in to “The Mail 
Slot,” asking us to locate a gal he’d 
seen in an English magazine called 
Peaches. After we looked at the 
pictures he enclosed of her, it was 
obvious that she was just right for 
GENT. It took some doing, but we 
finally tracked her down through an 
agent. And, it was well worth the 
effort. Penny is absolutely stacked, 
with proportions to match — 
57-28-37. We don’t see whopper-sized 
tits like hers very often and are happy 
that Penny is making her American 
debut in GENT. She says that she’s 
been modeling for quite awhile in 
England, where she has a large 
following. “It used to be that only 
skinny, flat-chested women were 
considered fashionable in England,” 
she says, “but now the trend seems to 
be going the other way. I'm glad to 
see it, because there’s no way I'll ever 
get rid of my unusual breasts. 
Besides, I'd rather be sexy than 
fashionable.” We have to agree, and 
with those fantastic tits, she can’t help 
but be a turn-on. 
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T.. girl of your dreams, the woman 
you'd vote most likely to succeed in 
giving you a rock hard erection in no 
time flat, is a real looker. She’s got long 
blonde hair and a face like an angel, a 


BY MIKKI PEARSON 
a ees 
green-eyed angel. Her lips are full and 
always moist and she has this way of 
looking at you from beneath her low- 
ered lashes that makes you cream your 
jeans. She’s not too tall and she’s not too 
short. Her perfectly formed boobs are 
gigantic and she weighs in at an even 
170 pounds. You prefer to think of her as 
pleasingly plump, but your jogging and 
dieting, discomaniac friends would call 
her fat. So you keep your mouth shut. 

You faithfully buy GENT because 
that’s about the only magazine that 


doesn’t concentrate on skinnies, 
women who look as if they were the 
haggard survivors of a famine. Porn 
flicks which feature your brand of cud- 
dlesome cuties are few and far between. 
You see plenty of well packed women 
on the street, but too many of them be- 
lieve they're eyesores and they actually 
hide their bounty, squeezing themselves 
into girdles and covering themselves 
with dresses fit only for a visit to a fu- 
neral home. 

Let’s say you do find a woman who 
knows she’s got something extra and 
she flaunts it. She’s fun to be with. She 
dresses to maximize her assets. In a 
word, she’s sexy. In bed she’s a tigress 
and leaves you feeling turned every 
which way but loose by the time the sun 
comes up. You finally know the true 
meaning of bliss...and then your 


: 


Throughout history, heavy women were considered far 
more desirable than slender gals. After years of abuse, 
fat girls are finally becoming popular again. 


Illustration by Otis Sweat 
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friends decide to become helpful. 
First they introduce you to their 
emaciated sisters and when that doesn’t 
lure you away from your perfect 
woman, they inform you about the tons 
of emotional and physical problems fat 


“More men are 
discovering the joys 
of plump women in 
spite of our national 
mania for slender 
women.” 


women carry around. She must hate 
herself, otherwise she'd go on a starva- 
tion diet. She has a food compulsion 
and therefore she’s as hopeless as an 
alcoholic. She'll die any minute from a 
heart attack. Since you're turned on by 
an overweight gal, there must be 
something wrong with you! At first you 
put up with their teasing, but eventually 
you find yourself avoiding their com- 
pany. It’s just too much trouble to spend 
your time defending your masculinity. 
‘aybe you could understand the har- 
rassment he were enormous, a 
wheezing fat lady on leave from the 
circus. But she’s only 30 or 40 pounds 
overweight and she turns you on. 
These days more and more men are 
discovering the joys of plump women in 
spite of our national mania for slender 
women who appear to be victims of 
consumption. Perhaps “rediscovering” 
is a better word. Although Venus de 
Milo lacks arms and legs, her torso 
speaks for itself. That lady didn’t live 
on bean sprouts and cottage cheese and 
she was a love goddess, remember? 
Reubens, Renoir, Ingres and other great 
artists idealized the full female form. 
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Their models definitely weren't 
skeletal. Blues singers praise women 
built for comfort, not for speed. If you 
look at pinups from the turn of the cen- 
tury and photographs of actresses, hus- 
sies they were considered to be, you'd 
be hard pressed to find a slender gal 
among them. 

At one time poundage was equated 
with affluence. Any man would be 
proud to have a plump cutie on his arm; 
it meant that he made enough money to 
feed her. Her round and rosy cheeked 
face was a testimony to the fact that he 
was man enough to support her and then 
some. 

These days it’s fashionable to walk 
around showing off women who look 
absolutely starved. Because of media 
saturation, the perfect woman is mass 
produced. There’s supposed to be one 
standard model of female, it seems, and 
every man should lust after her. She 
comes without the luxury of love han- 
dles, her legs resemble toothpicks and 
she’s always too low on energy for sex 
because she’s on a hardboiled egg and 
mineral water diet. Her clothes don’t 
drape over her curves, they hang on her 
angles. Once a year she travels to an 
expensive fat resort to be tortured into 
anemia. The only pleasure she gets out 
of sex is from thinking how many 
calories it will burn. 

“T get really angry about how every- 
body’s supposed to be forced into the 
same mold,” says Ron, a successful 
stockbroker. “I don’t like women who 
are so fat that they’re obviously eating 
their way to an early grave, but a few 
extra pounds on a woman is a big turn 
on for me. I like the feeling that I'm 
really loving somebody who's got a lot 
for me to love. There’s something tre- 
mendously erotic about the feel of soft 
and plump skin, full thighs and a belly 
that sticks out a little and is womanly 
rather than bony. 

“It’s a mistake to say that all fat 


women are jolly. That’s stereotyping. A 
woman isn’t a certain way only because 
she’s fat — she’s unique. Some guys 
like tall women and others like women 
who are petite and doll-like. Some men 
like atheletic and muscular women. I 
happen to like plump gals. Just because 
a woman is ‘overweight’ doesn’t mean 
that she’s weird and just because I like 
my women to be that way doesn’t mean 
I'm nuts. 

“Being ‘overweight’ and being a 
slob are two very different things. My 
kind of woman knows how to wear a 
little makeup. Her hair is long and 
flowing. She dresses in silky and slinky 
things rather than shapeless tents. She 
isn’t ashamed of her body, so why 
should I be? And when I suggest that we 
get a can of whipped cream and lick it 
off each other’s bodies, she doens't give 
me a lecture about cholesterol. Instead, 
she gives me a blow job and has a good 
time doing it!” 

Most women feel a great deal of 
pressure to lose weight in order to attain 
the so called ‘ideal figure.” Some 
women who are statuesque find it hard 
to believe that a man, any man, could 
lust after them for their bodies, rather 
than their alleged sense of humor or 
their cooking talents. Sometimes a man 
who is turned on by a little poundage 
needs to do some fast talking before the 
object of his affection goes on a starva- 
tion diet, just to prove to her man just 
how much she loves him! 

Nancy, at 24-years-old, is a beautiful 
woman by any standard. Her red hair is 
the color of flames and her milky white 
skin is dusted lightly with freckles. The 
green knit dress she wears accentuates 
her breasts and her hips and it proves 
once and for all that you don’t need to be 
one hundred pounds to have a sexy fig- 
ure. “People used to tell me,” she 
sighs, “that there was a skinny person 
living inside of me who was just waiting 
to get out. I was considered overweight 


even in elementary school and I lived 
with nicknames like lard bucket and 
blimp. When you hear that all of the 
time, you don’t necessarily think of 
yourself as having sex appeal. 


“People used to tell 
me there was a 
skinny person 
living inside of me 
just waiting to get 
out... The hell with 
that!” 


FAT 
GARLS 


nude in the candlelight. Our sex life is 
something else. It isn’t unusual for us to 
have a marathon lovemaking session 
that lasts for hours. All that garbage 
about how hard it is to make it with a fat 
woman is a big con job. No, we don’t 
screw in every position, but who does? 

“T really admire Joe and I think he’s 
more masculine than the men who go 
out only with skinny women. He’s man 
enough to know what he wants and to go 
after it. Once in a while people do give 
us funny looks because, I guess, they 
think I’m supposed to stay at home and 
not go to discos or ice skating. Well, Joe 
just ignores that type of rude behavior 
and tells me that those men don’t know 
what they’re missing. I wouldn’t have 
believed it a couple of years ago, but 


“So I cried a lot and I spent my 
money on weight loss clinics and 
strange diets. None of them worked. 
Instead of getting skinny, I got vitamin 
deficiencies, borderline diabetes and 
anemia. One day, I just said, “To hell 
with it!’ I began spending the money I’d 
formerly thrown away on eliminating 
and disguising my figure, on sexy 
clothes instead, They weren't easy to 
find, but I managed to pick up some real 
mind blowers! I began letting my hair 
grow and I painted my fingernails 
bright red. I bought a bottle of the 
xiest perfume I could find and I 
signed up for belly dance lessons be- 
cause, of all people, I had the belly for 
it! 


“Once I stopped acting matronly, 
men saw me in a different light. The 
thing that confirmed for me that fat was 
where it’s at was my boyfriend, Joe. At 
first, I used to tease him that he wanted 
to be with me because I was a mother 
figure, but I guess if that were the case 
he'd be into incest. He really gets off on 
giving me body rubs with oil and then 
having me walk around my apartment 


Joe is right — they don’t know what 
they're missing. I’m something else!” 

“T think that probably you’ve got 
more room for variety with a large 
lady,” adds Joe. “I’m really into breasts 
myself, and I love to put my cock be- 
tween a woman's tits and rub until I 
come. The sight of cum running down 
over her chest and onto her nipples turns 
me to jelly. When you're with a thin 
woman who’s small breasted, you just 
crash against her chest bone. The feel- 
ing isn’t sensuous or erotic. 

“Another good variation that just 
doesn’t work with a skinny woman is to 
stick my cock between the woman’s 
legs and work it back and forth over her 
clit and lips. Because her thighs are big, 
she can put pressure on my cock and 
bring me off that way. Slender women’s 
legs don’t meet at the top. Nan likes to 
do it that way, too, because it gives her a 
lot of stimulation. We do it missionary 
style quite a bit and the only adjustment 
we make there is to raise Nan’s hips on 
some pillows and I kneel in front of her 
cunt rather than laying on top of her. 
There’s nothing clumsy at all about our 
sex sessions.” 

“Heavy women try harder!” asserts 


Jerry, who should know; his last three 
girlfriends have tipped the scales at 
quite a respectable amount. “ You take a 
skinny broad and she’s always con- 
cerned about her shape. She’s so busy 
paying attention to her own body that 
she doesn’t take the time to pay atten- 
tion to mine. Women who weigh more 
are very concerned about pleasing the 
men in their lives and they’ ve paid at- 
tention to their personalities. That’s not 
to say they’re all easy-going, but my 
experience has been that they’re nicer 
to be around. 

“The women I've been with were 
more into oral sex than thinner women. 
I don’t think they had hang-ups about it. 
1 like to do it doggie style with a hefty 
woman, pushing it into her and grab- 
bing onto her massive tits. That’s’a 
special thrill. Another good thing to do 
is to rub my dick up against her bush 
until I come. I like big butts, the bigger 
the better! I guess about the only com- 
pliment that a lot of heavy women get is 
that they have a pretty face. Well, be- 
lieve me, they have a lot more than that 
going for them!” 

It’s unfair to generalize that heavy 
women have severe emotional prob- 
lems. Some of them do, of course, but 
so do some thin women, Beauty is in 
the eye of the beholder and it’s time that 
weighty women stopped being 
ashamed of their bodies and began 
being proud of them. Some obese 
women do have health problems, but 
recent research tends to indicate that 
being 10 to 15 pounds over your “ideal” 
weight is a factor in living longer, Be- 
sides, crash diets are hazardous to your 
health. 

Sex with a chubby woman, one who 
has plenty to love? It may not be for 
some people, but a good many men who 
have tried it, enjoy plump women and 
say it can be a very heavy experience. 
So heavy, they want a second helping 
and a third and ... G 
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SPOTLIGHT ON MARY RIARIPER 


= 


Li. a lot of other cheesecake models, Mary Harper’s 
career was all too brief. She made a big splash back in the 
mid-seventies, and then moved on to other things. Which is 
really a shame, because Mary could have become one of the 
top models in the business. She’s 41-28-3714, all of it packed 
into a 5’2” frame. And, although she was in her early 30's 
during her modeling career, there’s something sweet and 
child-like about her. But, best of all, she has a great set of tits 
— the kind you often see on short, almost plump, gals. Two 
pendulous yet bulbous jugs, as soft and inviting as a pillow. 
And, if that weren’t enough, she also has beautiful aureolae 
— light brown and capped with sensuous, exquisitely shaped 
nipples. 
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The first thing you notice about 
Mary are her unique breasts—large, 
bulbous and pendulous too. 


M..,, like many other D-Cup models, sort of 
“drifted” into posing nude for photographers. She 
probably got into it just for fun, without any real 
ambition to become a professional. Unlike a lot of other 
nude models, she never got involved in porno films, 
and she worked as a nude model for only a short time. 
For many gals, merely being offered a chance to pose 
nude is pleasure enough. They like the chance to prove 
they're desirable and in Mary’s case, her attraction is 
beyond question. Not only does she have great tits, she 


also has something else which made her a favorite with 
photographers—an easy going, girl-next-door quality. 
Too many high-fashion type models look stuck-up, and 
not very friendly. But, Mary was down to earth and 
worthy of the spotlight. 
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“I got my first bra when I was nine-years-old. It was just a training 


T. say that Susan Nero is well en- 
dowed would be quite an understate- 
ment. The girls got fuckin’ watermel- 
ons growing out of her chest! When 
Susan walks down the street men from 
blocks around get a bad case of “tit 
fever”: cab drivers run over juice 
stands, delivery boys trip on their 
salamis, policemen spring another 
“nightstick.” 


BY MARC ALEXANDER 


And tg hear sweet Susan’s sexy, sul- 
try voice and watch her work her mouth 
like a naughty French schoolgirl, a fella 
can’t help but go numb while his pecker 
does the cha-cha in his boxer shorts. 

Susan’s curves have graced the pages 
of GENT, as well as over a dozen fea- 
ture films in the past year and a half. 
Her hobbies are getting high, fantasiz- 
ing about men masturbating, lewd 
dancing and giving blowjobs. 

We recently had the opportunity to 
interview this animalistic-looking 
D-cup star and the following is what 
Sue Nero is all about. 

GENT: Susan, why have you emerged as 
such a hot actress in today’s porn scene 
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bra and I was in the fourth grade. I could have gone without it for 
another year because my titties weren’t that big, but Iwasinsucha 
rush to become a woman that I made my mother buy it for me.” 


when there are so many girls in compe- 
tition for the lead roles? 

Well, first of all I'm a good ac- 
tress, I have big tits, I'm a hot lady, and 
especially I’m a fantastic cocksucker. 
GENT: Those sound like pretty fair cre- 
s. Why are you such a great 
cocksucker? 

SUE: I just am. I know how to please a 
man and play up to the cameras at the 
same time. And I just Jove the taste of 
sperm, though I don’t get as much of a 
chance to drink it when I’m making a 
picture because they always like to film 
the man cumming outside of a woman’s 
body. 

GENT: When you suck cock in your pri- 
vate life do you always drink the sperm? 
SUE: Not always. Lots of times I don’t 
bring a man to orgasm in my mouth 
because I want him to come with me. 
GENT: Inside of you? 

Not necessarily. Just with me. I 
love watching a man touch himself, you 
know, masturbate. But I don’t want to 
have to tell him that. I want him to do it 
naturally. And I want him to say the 
raunchiest shit while he’s playing with 
himself. That gets me hot. 

GENT: What kind of raunchy talk do 


MS. MAGNIFICENT 
Interview with Sue Nero 


Can we talk about your breasts for a moment or three? 


you like? 
SUE: Oh, you know. I like him to say 
what he wants to do to me. I like him to 
talk dirty about my pussy. You know, 
that he wants to “give it to me” — that 
kind of stuff. Some of it’s too personal 
to talk about. 
GENT: We always see the men in porn 
movies shooting their loads but never 
know for sure if the women are actually 
having orgasms. Do you usually come 
when you're filming a sex scene? 
SUE: Sometimes I do, But, as you know, 
when you're making a film and they 
keep stopping the camera and telling 
you to switch positions and change an- 
gles and all that, it’s sometimes a dis- 
traction. Recently though I was filming 
this lesbian scene and this girl was 
using a vibrator on me and IJ had an 
amazing orgasm. I was trying to keep it 
quiet and not let the crew know I was 
coming, butI couldn’t help it. Icouldn’t 
help but screaming. 
GENT: Do you have your own vibrator at 
home? 
SUE: Yes, but I haven’t used it in a while 
and I think the batteries have rusted. 
I’m not really into sex aids or really 
continued on page 17 


‘Tm a hot lady and, especially, I give fantastic 
head. I know how to please a man and play up to 
the cameras at the same time. And, I just love the 
taste of sperm...And, I love to watch a man 
masturbate. That gets me hot.” 


SUE NERO 
t= continued from page 12 


kinky things. I’m basically a very 
strait-laced person. Even when I work 
with women in films I don’t like to act 
‘butch.’ I’ve never strapped on a dildo 
and I don’t think I ever will. I was cast 
in a scene in the film “MS. MAGNIFI- 
CENT” where they wanted me to do a 
fist fuck scene and I refused to do it. So 
then they wanted me to reverse the 
scene and have me get fist fucked and I 
still refused to do it. After that, I tried to 
fist fuck someone on my own, privately 
— with a girl who wanted me to do it to 
her. And I got into it for a time because 
she kept begging me to do it harder and 
harder, But it’s not something that I 
want to do all the time. 

GENT: How about anal sex? Have you 
ever experienced that in a film — or a 
“double penetration” with one cock in 
your cunt and another in your ass? 


“I love watching a 
man masturbate. 

And I want him to say 
the raunchiest stuff 
while he’s playing 
with himself.” 
———___ 


SUE: Anal sex is something very per- 
sonal to me which I can only do if the 
man I’m with takes me by surprise. I 
first experienced it when this guy I was 
going out with got real horny and threw 
me down on my stomach, greased up 
my ass, and shoved his big cock in. It 
hurt at first, but then it felt good. I've 
never tried a ‘double-penetration,” but 
I’ve heard from some girls in the busi- 
ness that it feels good, but I’ve always 
been a little afraid to try it. Maybe in the 
future sometime. 

GENT: You just mentioned fist fucking 
this girl you knew. When did you first 
start getting into women? 

SUE: In Boston, after college, before I 
moved to San Francisco. I started 
hanging out in a lot of gay bars. Then I 
started meeting gay women, and soon I 
was going to this all-women’s bar all the 
time, and then I really started getting 
into eating pussy. 

GENT: Have you slept with as many 
women as men? 

SUE: Less women than men. I started 


playing with girls when I was 17, but I 
was always attracted to them. It all 
started in high school when I met this 
girl who I knew was gay and I managed 
to get myself in a few of the same clas- 
ses as her. And I'd look at her all the 
time and stare into hereyes and then I 
just started hanging out with her. Fi- 
nally, one day we were at a Halloween 
party and we were high and we just 
started kissing and stuff. 

GENT: What were you and your 
girlfriend dressed up like at the party? 

SUE: I was an equestrian rider, I had my 
whole riding outfit on — jodhpurs with 
suede patches, the high boots and the 
riding crop, the hat and the blazer, My 
girlfriend was dressed like an altarboy, 
GENT: So what finally happened at the 
party? 

SUE: As I said, we just kissed and 
touched, but as our relationship got 
closer we went to bed a few times. The 
only time I ever went down on her, it 
was wintertime. We were we at this 
party and went outside and smoked a 
joint against the barn and I pulled her 
pants down in the snow and started 
licking her pussy. I was on my knees in 
the snow. It was kind of uncomfortable. 

low did it taste eating pussy for 
the first time? 

(smiles) Salty, but nice. 


GENT: Can we talk about your breasts 
for a moment or three? 


SUE: Because you've been staring at 
them for the past 10 minutes! 

GENT: I couldn’t help it. How big are 
they — what size? 

SUE: They are 40 double D’s. But in 
some bras I can squeeze into just a 
D-cup. But they're swelled up right 
now because I just went on the pill a 
couple days ago. 

GENT: How old were you when your 
titties first started to bud? 

SUE: I got my first bra when I was 
nine-years-old. It was just a training bra 
and I was in the fourth grade. I could 
have gone without it for another year 
because my titties weren’t that big, but I 
was in such a rush to become a woman 
that I made my mother buy it for me. 
GENT: When did your boobs really 
sprout to the point where the boys began 
whistling? 

SUE: Uhh, well when I was in sixth 
grade I became a B-cup. I was 12- 
years-old at the time. They were beau- 
tiful then. Sometimes I think that 
they’ ve gotten to be too big, but I sup- 
pose that’s all a matter of opinion. 
GENT: When did you first let a boy cop 


a feel of your big boobs? 

SUE; When I was in ninth grade. We 
went to a drive-in movie and I let him 
suck and squeeze them, but that was all. 
But the jerk went back and told all his 
friends that he fucked me. After that, 
every guy in school wanted to fuck me. 
GENT: Do you like to suck your own 
tits? 


— ———— 
“ITlike my tits sucked 


hard and my nipples 
bitten a little.” 


SUE: I prefer a guy to do it, but they’re 
certainly big enough to get in my 
mouth. One guy I went out with told me 
I was the only girl he could fuck and 
suck her tits at the same time. 

GENT: Do most guys know how to suck 
tits well? 

SUE: Some guys think that they have to 
be gentle and do it too softly. I like to be 
sucked hard. Too hard hurts, but force- 
fully enough so that it can be effective. I 
like my nipples to be bitten a little bit 


Are you a “biter” yourself? 
Oh for sure. When I get really 
heavy into sex like just the other night, I 
don’t even realize until it’s over that my 
man has claw marks over his back and 
stomach and ass. I swear I didn’t even 
realize I was doing it. 

GENT: Did you claw him hard enough to 
draw blood? 

SUE: Yeah. This guy was a mess! I’m 
like that. (giggles) I make welts all the 
time and I love biting shoulders. 
GENT: Now that we’ ve sort of broached 
the subject of sadism and the like, I was 
wondering if you had read Linda 
Lovelace’s new book, Ordeal? 

SUE: No, but I saw her interviewed on 
TY, talking about it. 

GENT: Are any of those awful things 
she said about the porn business really 
true? Are there people who force girls to 
fuck on film and beat them up and all 
that stuff? 

SUE: A lot of what she said I think is 
bullshit just to cash in on her name. But 
I think she should cash in. At the time 
she did “DEEP THROAT” she didn’t 
get paid hardly anything, and the film 
has made millions. I also know about 
this dude she talked about in the book 
Chuck Traynor, who supposedly held a 
gun to her and made her fuck a dog. I’ve 
heard that he is sadistic because my 
continued on page 91 
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Uschi 
In Hot Water 


Roger is 25, a Vietnam veteran, a 
casino executive, and very much to- 
gether. And his cock is absolutely 
gorgeous — seven and one-half inches 
of fat, gristly, hot dynamite. He comes 
like a firehose. 

We met the day I arrived in Reno. He 
helped me carry a heavy suitcase to my 
apartment, and that night we went out to 
dinner. 

Afterwards, sitting close to each 
other in a quiet, dimly lit bar, in a booth 
that shielded us from view, he kissed 
me. His hand ended up on my thigh, sol 
put my hand on his thigh and kissed 
him. His hand moved higher. So did 
mine. 

His strong, lean fingers pressed 
against my groin. I put my hand on his 
crotch and touched that lovely hard 
cock. As we kissed I outlined the head 
of his cock with my fingertips, and 
when he said, “Let’s go home,” I nod- 
ded agreement. 

We kissed — a tongue-touching, 
body-groping kiss — from the moment 
the taxi pulled away from the curb in 
front of the bar until it stopped outside 
the apartment house. By that time his 
lively cock had created a wet spot on his 
trousers, and my eager pussy had dam- 
pened my panties. 

We undressed in seconds as soon as 
we got into his apartment, leaving a trail 
of garments from the door to the bed. 
He never did have time to take off his 
socks. 

It seemed like Roger was all over me 
at the same time. His lips fastened 
around one of my nipples, which had 
gotten as hard as little berries, and one 
finger was stroking my wet slit, rubbing 
the knob of my clitoris, while the others 
grasped my whole pussy. 
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Roger’s lips trailed down my body, 
stopping to nuzzle my navel, then 
moving lower. I widened my legs and 
pushed gently on his curly-haired head. 
He got the idea. 

When his tongue licked my clit, with 
his long finger still probing my pussy, I 
came like a skyrocket, locking my 
thighs around his head, shoving my 
cunt into his face. 

Before my breathing got back to 
normal I turned the tables, and knelt 
beside him, my wet, open mouth poised 
above his throbbing cock. I licked the 
clear drop of juice from the slit in his 
cock, then ringed the head of his prick 
with my tongue. Roger shuddered and 
started thrusting his cock upward into 
my mouth. His cock is so fat that I had a 
hard time getting more than half of it 
into my mouth that first night. But I 
tried, slurping and licking and treating 
it like a sweet, giant lollipop. 

When I sensed he was about to come, 
I straddled him and guided his stiff rod 
into my pussy, lowering myself onto it 
an inch at a time, then raising myself. 
Up. Down. Each time another inch 
deeper, until all of it was inside me. 
Then I squeezed him with my cunt 
muscles as I lifted my ass again. When 
he came, I slammed down hard, raking 
ides with my nails, squeezing and 
sucking his cock with my pussy as he 
spurted semen into my belly. We col- 
lapsed in a sweaty heap and lay without 
moving for several minutes. 

Finally Roger spoke. “It'll get bet- 
ter,” he said. “That was just the first 
time, remember.” It made me shriek 
with laughter. Any more and I'd have 
died on the spot, I told him. 

But he was right. It did get better. 

The next day I moved my stuff into 
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“Ok, ok, I’ll tell ya one more lie... Then ya gotta go to bed!” 
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his apartment and we settled down to 
life together, working in the casinos by 
day, fucking the nights away. 


E=:. worked well for about 
three months. I loved him, he loved me, 
we both loved to screw. 

That’s the time the person who be- 
came my second lover entered my life, 
and it wasn’t a man who was more 
handsome or anything like that, but 
another woman. 

Queer? Lesbian? I don’t think so. 
Such labels must be used very carefully, 
if at all. 

I met Juliet in the employee’s lounge 
of the casino where I deal blackjack. 
Dealers get 20 minutes off out of every 
hour because of the pressure of the job, 
and the lounge is a nice place to relax. 

“My name’s Juliet, and I just started 
here today,” a voice said as I looked 
through a magazine. “Id like to get to 
know you.” 

I looked up and saw a slim brunette 
with big soft brown eyes, full lips and a 
head-hugging hair style that some 
people might call boyish. I wouldn't. 
Juliet is all woman. 

After the introductions, she sat down 
beside me and crossed her legs. Juliet 
wore the costume of a cocktail waitress 
— a tiny blouse with a bra that pushes 
her tits up and exposes the top of them, 
and a little skirt that’s slit on the sides 
almost to the navel. 

“You've got great legs for that out- 
fit,” I said, “They make me jealous.” 

Juliet grinned, her eyes sparkling 
with a mischevious fire. “I'd trade my 
legs for your breasts,” she said. “Mine 
are so tiny.” 

I think both of us were a little bit 
shocked at the nature of our conversa- 
tion, and it quickly turned to more 
mundane subjects. 

We discovered that we'd both grown 
up in the same Los Angeles suburb and 
had attended neighboring high schools. 
We even knew some of the same people. 

It must have been two days later as I 
was leaving work that I impulsively 
walked into the cocktail lounge and 
took a seat at a table in the back. 

“Hi, Elizabeth. It’s good to see you,” 
Juliet said as she came to my table. 
Even in the dark bar she looked great, 
the slit skirt accenting her slim and 
shapely thighs. 

“T don’t really want a drink,” I said. 
“I want to invite you to dinner with my 
roommate and me.” 

« continued on page 26 


Spotlight 
On 
Roberta Pedon 


Though rumor has it that she married a 
jet setter, her devoted fans keep hoping 
that one day she will return. 


Rover Pedon’s retirement from modeling was 
one of our greatest disappointments, and we don’t 
think anyone will ever rival her perfection. She had 
everything: an amazingly slender body combined 
with solid 48-inchers, and a gorgeous face too. 


Some say she has modeled re- 
cently, but our sources insist she 
hasn't posed in almost five years. 
Meanwhile, we all wonder: will 
there ever be another to rival this 
D-Cup legend? 


Aros: Roberta left modeling 
several years ago, she’s never been 
forgotten. Occasionally, in “The Mail 
Slot,” we'll get letters from readers 
who insist that Roberta has resumed 
her career, We've checked out every 
possible source in the business and, 
unfortunately, that doesn’t appear to 
be true. But, we're still hopeful and 
we don’t plan to quit looking. Rumor 
has it that Roberta married a rich man 
and settled down. 


Roberta was unusual in many ways. Unlike a lot 
of other gals in nude modeling, she never got into 
porn films. Roberta was an original “hippie,” — 

free-spirited and totally in love with life. She kept 
her fresh, girl-next-door looks throughout her brief 
career, which made her even more desirable. 


RENO THREESOME 


sr continued from page 22 


“Love to. Do I know her?” 

I'm long past the age of blushing but 
my face felt hot. 

“It’s a him,” I said. “His name is 
Roger.” 

“That’s even better,” Juliet said. “I 
never did like hen parties.” We set the 
date for the next day, and then I left the 
bar. I would have liked to stay and talk 
to Juliet but the place was busy, 
crowded with couples and singles en- 
joying the kind of relaxed life that 
makes Reno such a nice place. 

Roger seemed pleased when I told 
him Juliet would be coming to dinner. 
“Maybe we can get a threesome,” he 
teased, as we got ready for bed. 

I grabbed his cock and squeezed it. 
“You won't be able to even think about 
that possibility,” I promised. I knelt 
before him and sucked the head of his 
cock into my mouth. 

He grew hard almost as soon as my 
lips touched him. I pulled his hips for- 
ward, taking nearly all of his stiff prick 
into my hot mouth, then shoved him 
away but not far enough so his cock 
could escape my lips. 

Roger got the idea, He shoved back 
and started fucking my mouth as I cud- 
died his heavy balls in my hand. As his 
cock glided in and out I could taste the 
first drops of fuck juice oozing out of 
him, I love his taste, salty and sweet at 
the same time. His hips began to pump 
faster and I used my tongue to caress the 
head of his huge prick. 

I bounced his balls gently in my hand 
and felt his bag tighten. He was going to 
come. I increased the pressure of my 
lips and tongue on the bulging head of 
his cock. His violent thrusts pushed the 
head of his cock right against the back 
of my throat but I'd learned how to 
handle that touch without choking. I 
wanted him to shoot off in my mouth. I 
wanted to swallow his cum and lick his 
cock clean, and Roger knew it. 

The first spurt of white fluid shot 
through the tube under his cock and my 
throat was eagerly waiting. His cum 
splashed in my mouth and I started 
swallowing. Spurt after spurt, as the 
milky substance shot out of his cock. 
I'd learned to tell when it was almost 
over, and quickly let his cock slip out of 
my mouth. I caught the last spurt on my 
lips and tongue. 

“Good to the last drop,” I said. 
Roger’s knees were trembling and he 
sat down on the edge of the bed. 
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“You're right,” he said. “I’m not 
going to want any sex for a week.” 

But five minutes later, with a little 
more encouragement from my mouth 
and with my wet pussy clinging to his 
leg, he was ready again and we fucked 
ourselves to sleep. He stayed in me after 
we both had come and an hour later 
when I awoke, his soft cock was still in 
me. 


R...: answered the door the next 
night when Juliet arrived because I was 
busy in the kitchen. Normally, I cook 
one day and Roger cooks the next, or we 
eat out. But, we'd agreed that for com- 
pany, chances were that my efforts in 
the kitchen would be the most success- 
ful. Roger’s a good cook so long as the 
dishes aren’t more complicated than 
steak or scrambled eggs. 

Juliet wore a very becoming frilly 
blue frock that showed off her great legs 
to good advantage. 

“You look like a dancer,” Roger said 
after we'd finished the Quiche Lorraine 
I'd prepared. 

“IT am,” said Juliet. “I’m serving 
drinks just until I get a break.” 

Roger seemed very sympathetic. 
“It’s a tough job, isn’t it?” 

Juliet surprised him, and me too. 
“Oh, no. Not at all. We don’t get many 
drunks at all and the tips are fantastic. 
I'll never make that kind of money until 
I get a lead in a production.” 

The telephone interrupted our con- 
versation and when Roger returned 
from answering it he was carrying his 
jacket. 

“Anemergency. One of the floormen 
got sick. I’ve got to go down and fill 
in,” he said. 

I thought he held Juliet’s hand longer 
than necessary as he said goodbye, but I 
told myself that she was extraordinarily 
attractive. 

I broke out a bottle of good wine after 
Roger had gone. “No need to rush off,” 
I said. “Let's have some wine and 
talk.” 

“Wonderful,” Juliet answered. “It’s 
early.” 

For a while we talked about our lives 
in Los Angeles but then the conversa- 
tion drifted into more personal subjects. 
I discovered that Juliet had broken up 
with her long-time boyfriend when 
she’d moved to Reno. “He wanted me 
to marry him and have kids. But I’m not 
ready for that.” 

“So this has been a tough adjust- 
ment,” I sympathized. 


“Yes. But you’ve been such a big 
help. I really appreciate your 
friendship.” Her eyes got that devilish 
look I’ve come to know. “If I had a 
body like yours I'd have had that 
dancer’s job by now,” Juliet said. 

“Oh, pooh, You’re a beautiful 
woman. Youll look great on stage. I'd 
look lumpy.” 

“Never,” Juliet said. She stood up 
and unfastened the shoulder straps of 
her frock. “Let’s compare,” she said, 
emptying another glass of wine. “I’m 
just high enough to do it.” 

“You're on,” I said, slipping out of 
my dress. “Come to the bedroom. 
We've got a full-length mirror,” 

Juliet giggled and put her warm, dry 
hand in mine. It felt almost like an elec- 
tric shock as we touched and I know she 
felt it too, from the wondering look in 
her eyes. 

We stood before the mirror and 
looked at ourselves; me blonde and 
buxom, Juliet, slim and sexy even in 
panties and bra. 

“Ican’t decide,” Juliet said. “Skin is 
best.” She turned her back to me. 
“Unfasten my bra,” she said. 

Blood hammered in my head. I knew 
we were heading into some kind of ad- 
venture and I wasn’t sure I wanted to 
participate, But my body seemed sure. I 
could feel my nipples getting hard and a 
dampness in my pussy. 

She took off my bra after I took off 
hers and we stood facing each other, 
both a little frightened, but excited. 

“Panties, too,” Juliet said. “Unless 
you’re afraid to compare.” 

Without a word I rolled my bikini 
panties down from my hips as she re- 
moved hers. Her pussy looked plump 
and young, outlined by wispy dark hair, 
acontrast to the blonde hair on my body. 

“T think we're both beautiful,” I said 
frankly. “But you’re more enticing.” I 
don’t know what came over me, but I 
stepped close to her and touched her 
breasts lightly, tracing the nipples with 
my fingertips. The nipples swelled. 

“God,” Juliet gasped. “Don’t stop 
now.” She stepped closer, pressing her 
nipples against mine. Somehow we 
staggered to the bed. 

“This is all new to me,” Juliet whis- 
pered hoarsely. “What do we do?” 

“Whatever comes naturally,” I said, 
lowering my head and sucking one of 
her sweet young nipples into my mouth. 
It was the first time I'd ever kissed 
another woman and my mouth moved 
up to hers as naturally as night follows 
day. 

Juliet’s legs spread and her hips 
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trembled. “I want to touch myself,” she 
said, pushing her hand toward her 
crotch, 

“Let me,” I said, moving her hand to 
my belly and placing my inquiring fin- 
gers on her slit. Her legs opened wider. 
Her cunt was hot and moist and my 
finger just naturally seemed to find her 
clit at the same time she found mine 
with her hand. 

Trembling, we rubbed each other to 
climax, tongues touching, bodies 
straining to get closer to each other. 

Juliet lay trembling afterwards, as I 
kissed her breasts and neck. 

“That was positively enchanting,” 
she said softly. “I’ve never made love 
with a woman before.” 

“Neither have I,” I answered, 
straddling her face, “but I like it.” I 
lowered my pussy to her eager mouth 
and as her tongue probed my cunt, I 
came again, my juices flowing onto her 
face. 

“Now me,” she said, as we rear- 
ranged ourselves this time with her 
crouched over me. 

I studied her cunt as it moved toward 
my mouth. It was beautiful — pink, 
gleaming, hot, dripping. My tongue 
flicked over her clitoris and her hips 
shuddered, She pressed her cunt down 
onto my face and I slipped my tongue 
deep inside her, licking and tasting. She 
came in a rush, gasping and trembling. 

“Would you like to suck Roger’s 
cock?” I asked her. “It’s beautiful.” As 
I described his body to her, Juliet lay 
back on the bed, rubbing her slit with 
one hand and squeezing her nipples 
with the other. 

“Yes,” she said. “But he’s yours.” 

“Maybe we can share him, share 
each other,” I said, “I wouldn't want to 
give up either one of you.” 

After a while we showered and then 
sat in the living room, talking quietly, 
staring into ach other’s eyes, touching, 
for hours. 

We were still talking when Roger 
came home. Juliet said goodnight and 
left quickly. 

“You girls seem to get along pretty 
well,” Roger said sleepily as we got 
into bed. 

“We do,” I said, moving behind him 
spoon-fashion, loving the feel of his ass 
against my belly and legs. I put my 
hand on his cock and he sighed. 

“Lovely,” he said, and then fell 
asleep. I was just as glad because the 
session with Juliet had exhausted me. 


de and I had made a plan that we 
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put into action a few days later with 
another dinner, one that we had decided 
to cook together, all of us, with Roger 
doing the steaks and Juliet and me the 
salad and other dishes. 

“Oops,”’ Roger laughed, as he 
bumped against Juliet in the little 
kitchen. “I think we’ve got too many 
cooks.” 

Juliet stood very close to Roger, so 
that he couldn’t help admiring her pert 
breasts in the clinging blouse she was 
wearing. The fabric clung to her nipples 
as if they were little buttons. She al- 
lowed her leg to brush his. “I don’t 
mind if you don’t,” she said, staring 
into his eyes and then pointedly looking 
down at his crotch where his cock had 
started to bulge. Then she turned her 
attention back to the salad. Our plan 
seemed to be working. 

I was afraid, and so was Juliet, that 
the whole thing might backfire, that he 
might accuse Js of being lesbians, that 
he might feel too threatened to enter a 
three-way relationship. 

But at the same time, I knew that 
Roger had a very secure knowledge of 
himself and was sure enough that he 
might welcome the idea of our plan. 

After dinner, I excused myself “to 
slip into something comfortable,” and 
when I returned to the living room 
Roger had put soft music on the stereo 
and he and Juliet were sitting on the 
thick, soft carpet in front of our fire- 
place. The weather had turned cool and 
we had a pine log crackling on the grate. 

“This looks homey,” I said, sitting 
down on the other side of Roger. I'd 
taken off my panties and bra, put on a 
sheer shortie nightgown, and a clinging 
robe that Roger had gotten me for my 
birthday, I wiggled my foot out of its 
slipper and stretched it to the fire, 
making sure Roger would get a glimpse 
of my bare leg. It always turns him on 
and it worked again. I could see by the 
growing bulge in his pants. 

I nodded at Juliet and she started to 
unbutton her blouse. 

“Roger,” I said, distracting him be- 
fore he could see what Juliet was doing, 
“you know that you're attractive to 
women, don’t you?” 

He blushed. I swear he did. That's 
one reason he’s so special. He is not 
conceited. 

“No, I can’t say that I think of it that 
way,” Roger said. “I want to be attrac- 
tive to you, though.” 

“But you’re so nice women can’t 
help liking you,” Juliet said, taking his 
hand and placing it on her bare breast, 
pressing his palm against her nipple. 

“We both want you,” I said, moving 


in and stroking his long, hard cock. 
“We both want to fuck you. At the same 
time.” 

Roger’s confusion was only 
momentary. “Is this your idea or 
Juliet’s?” he asked. Juliet’s hand had 
joined mine on his cock. 

“Ours,” I said, as I lowered his zip- 
per and Juliet’s hand disappeared inside 
his pants. 

Juliet kissed him while I helped her 
pull Roger’s cock free. The kiss con- 
tinued while I bent and started sucking 
on the lovely head of his sweet cock. 

Roger broke free. “At least let me get 
undressed so I can enjoy it,” he said. 
“I'm afraid I'll discover that I’m 
dreaming.” 

“No dream,” Juliet said, pressing 
her tits against his chest as his shirt 
came off. “We're going to fuck and 
suck until we're all exhausted.” 

I put my hand on Juliet’s plump 
mound. “Each to the other, all for one, 
that sort of shit,” I laughed. I lay back 
on the rug and spread my legs. “Juliet, 
eat my pussy while Roger fucks my 
mouth.” 

Roger hardly missed a beat. “You 
like each other too, is that it? Great.” 
He grinned as he pulled a pillow under 
my head and traced the head of his cock 
over my lips, leaving a slimy trail of 
sweet fuck juice. 

“Yes, that’s the deal,” I said as I 
sucked his cock into my eager mouth, 

I could feel Juliet’s fingers gently 
parting the lips of my cunt and when her 
tongue flicked over my clit, my hips 
began to buck uncontrollably. Roger 
thrust deep into my mouth. 

“I hope this night never ends,” he 
gasped. I could feel his balls tighten 
against my tits and I knew he was about 
to come. I sucked harder and deeper, 
and as he began to spurt, Juliet moved 
up beside me. Roger swung his cock 
from my mouth to hers without missing 
a beat, although a drop of cum hit Juliet 
on the chin. 

As he pulled his cock free, I kissed 
Juliet deeply, first licking the cum off 
her chin. Both of us kept our hands busy 
on Roger’s cock and balls and on each 
other’s tits and pussies. 

“I'm still hard,” Roger said happily. 
“Who's first?” 

“Company,” I said, pulling Juliet 
down and helping Roger guide his thick 
cock into her twitching pussy. Juliet’s 
eyes were closed but her hands seemed 
to be everywhere, touching us almost 
frantically. 

“Don’t rush, don’t worry,” I assured 
her. 


continued on page 44 


Taking a trip with a gal 

like Biggi must be great. 
She’ d cause a sensation 
by the pool-and in your 
room too! 


B...: works as a stewardess and 
we can’t imagine any of her 
passengers getting bored during a long 
flight — especially when she leans 
over. Since she’s only 22, she figures 
she has plenty of time to break into 
other job careers. Luckily for us, 
posing in the nude is at the top of her 
list. And, she’s got some unusual 
reasons for wanting to get into 
modeling. “Back in school,” 

says, “the nickname “Bigg' 

hurt my feelings. It never occured to 
me that the other girls were just a 
little jealous because of my tits. I 
suppose the guys were afraid of me, 
and they compensated by making fun 
of me. But, if men pay to see me 
nude, I must be attractive.” 
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LAURA: 
Up From Down Under 


L... is an Australian from Sydney we featured in 
the October ’79 issue of GENT, and we couldn’t resist 
bringing her back for an encore performance. As you 
might remember, she works on her own as a tour guide, 
and does a little modeling on the side, We can think of a 
lot of guys who'd like a private tour of her, especially 

ys that she likes men in general, but she 
has a preference for American men. Which is a good 
thing, because those great 42-inchers make her 
appealing to any red-blooded American male. Laura 
says that American men tend to be more polite and fun 
to be with than Aussies, and they've got one other thing 
she goes for. She likes her men to have an attractive 
ass, and for some reason American guys have better 
looking behinds, acc g to her anyway. 
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6. course, Laura has higher standards in a man than just a shapely behind. A lot of 
other things are important too. She likes a man who appreciates her with respect, and 
a little intelligence. She’s too smart to be taken in by the stuff men usually say, and 
she doesn’t go in for an overabundance of compliments. But if a guy has the right 
approach, the sky is the limit. “American men must be used to feeding their woman a 
lot of nonsense,” she says. “They’re always being flattering, and they expect to get a 
woman in bed just by compliments. That’s nice, but I like guys who are direct and 
honest. If I like a man, and he simply tells me that he wants to sleep with me, that’s 
more exciting than anything else he can say.” Well, we can probably all use a little 
advice, especially with Laura as the prize. She could make a guy’s efforts seem 
worthwhile, and after all, she doesn’t ask for that much. All she wants is to be 

treated like a lady. 
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TT... is it—the spectacular new set of the great 
D-Cupper, Candy Samples. Candy hasn’t been in 
GENT for four months, but it’s well worth the 
wait when we get photos like these. The idea of 
doing the shooting in a parking lot was entirely 
Candy’s idea. According to her, several people 
walked over to see what was happening, and it’s 
certain that they weren’t just seeing another 
modeling session, Candy says that revealing her 
stunning body in public has always been a big 
turn on, for both her and her fans. And what 
could be more public than a parking lot? You can 
be sure that when those big tits are being 
displayed, no man could ever resist watching her. 


Candy is just as 
uninhibited as she 
is beautiful. Why 
conceal those great 
50 inchers? 


t - is still si busy 


with her films and nightclub act, 
and she doesn’t plan to slow 
down. One thing 


enough of 

to please her many 

first love is still performing live, 
and she says that as long as 
people ki coming to her 
shows, she'll keep doing them 
“Working live is even more 
exciting than being in m 
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an act that should not be missed. Also, if you ever happen 
to see a large crowd forming around a voluptuous woman, be 
sure to take a closer look. Candy is unmistakable, and to watch 
her do a modeling session would be any man’s dream come 


true. No matter where she is, Candy is always great! 
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As Roger’s cock slammed home in 
the brunette’s tight cunt, I knelt over her 
face and lowered my bush to her mouth. 
Roger’s tongue touched mine at the 
same time her tongue started to explore 
my sensitive crotch. 


When we came all together, it was 
like being caught up in exploding 
fireworks. Cum and pussy juice seemed 
to be everywhere. 

The next night Roger asked us to put 
ona show for him. “I’ve never seen two 
women get it on all by themselves,” he 
said. 

Hindsight tells me his request may 
have been a mistake, but then hindsight 
makes wise men of the most foolish. 
Anyway, we were reluctant to do as 
Roger asked. 


“It’s a threesome, not a twosome. A 
man and two women, not two women, 
that made it so good for all of us,” I 
said, 

But Roger insisted, so finally we 
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complied, starting with a soul kiss, and 
kissing each other’s nipples. The act 
quickly became real and when I knelt 
between Juliet’s trembling legs to lick 
her pussy, I did so lustfully. 

My tongue found the lips of her pussy 
and flicked lightly over her clitoris. I 
fastened my lips around it and slipped a 
finger deep into her cunt. Juliet came 
with a shout, her legs lacked tightly 
around my head, pulling my face tightly 
against her flooding pussy. 

We kissed again, very conscious of 
the pungent smell of cunt, and then 
Juliet took me. Honestly, she eats me 
better than I ever thought possible. I 
tremble and twitch and gasp like a 
madwoman. Just when I can’t stand it 
anymore, her tongue flicks my clit 
rapidly and she inserts a finger into my 
hole. That’s it. I go off like somebody 
had pulled the trigger on a gun. 

As we recovered, we looked over at 
Roger. His cock stood straight up, juice 
dripping from the slit, and he eyed us 
hungrily. “I want to fuck both of. you 
and then come in Juliet’s mouth,” he 
said. 

I took him first, lying on my back and 


DR. BooBy 
PLASTIC 
SURGEON 


“Who says money can’t buy happiness?” 


guiding his cock into me. Roger 
pumped slowly in and out, long and 
slow exquisite strokes. Juliet leaned 
over and kissed my cheek and for a brief 
moment all of us kissed, tongues 


touching. 
“Now Juliet,” Roger said, slowly 
withdrawing his glistening prick. 


It was fascinating to watch how 
Juliet’s little pussy accommodated that 
big cock. Inch by inch its slippery 
length vanished inside her. We kissed 
again, rubbing our bodies together, 
tingling. 

“Now,” Roger said, withdrawing 
again. 

Juliet reached for his cock. “I'll 
pitch,” she giggled, fastening her hand 
around the shaft and starting to pump. 
Roger leaned back against the head- 
board so he could watch. 

“And I’ll catch,” I said, positioning 
my mouth near the head of his cock, 
close enough so that I could lick the 
head and smell Juliet’s pussy on it. 

Faster and faster went Juliet’s hand 
and then a stream of milky, hot fluid 
spurted from Roger's prick into my 
waiting mouth, I reached for Juliet and 
fingerfucked her to climax almost at the 
same time. 

We slept for an hour, bodies tangled 
like jackstraws, and then showered to- 
gether, Yes, Roger got hard again and 
we repeated the session, this time with 
me jacking him off into Juliet’s mouth. 

Roger complained of being sore the 
next morning. 

So several days passed before we had 
an encore, and after this one Roger and I 
invited Juliet to move in with us. 

No one at the casino knows about our 
arrangement although eventually I sup- 
pose someone will find out. We plan to 
cross that bridge when we come to it. 

‘We've also talked about the very real 
possibility of jealousy, of one of us 
wanting Roger, or each other exclu- 
sively. So far, we’ ve had no problems. I 
think that’s because we try to anticipate 
them. 

Juliet and I rarely have sex alone, not 
because we feel it is forbidden but be- 
cause we all love each other so much 
that sex is better as a threesome. 

Sometimes Roger comes in Juliet. 
Sometimes he comes in me. When he’s 
really horny, he can take us both in the 
same session. 

He hasn’t asked Juliet and me to re- 
peat our lovemaking performance for 
him and, honestly, I don’t think either of 
us has had the desire to do so. 

My lifestyle is unusual, even for 
Reno. But it suits me to a tee. 


BENTSE 
THE D-CUPPER 


W. know our readers are always interested in knowing about 
our girls so Denise opened up and told us about herself. “I’m the 
oldest of five girls and my four younger sisters are still home on 
the farm. Daddy’s been a farmer all of his life and makes a good 
living at it. I went to secretarial school and worked in Little 
Rock for a couple of years but I decided I didn’t like city life so I 
moved back home. What I didn’t like was that men just wouldn't 
leave me alone. Now I like men, don’t get me wrong, but I'ma 
country gal and I want a guy to come courtin’ and bring me 
flowers and all that stuff, In the city a guy’d buy me a drink and 
then ask me to go to a motel. Honestly, that’s no way to treat a 
woman!” Denise says that the man she eventually picks has got 
to be a gentleman ... nice and refined and simple. “And one 
who don’t try to get into my panties (or bra) the very first date. 
Besides, my daddy’s mean and he'd whop any guy.” 


> VEROWIGA: 
A Black 
2) | 


“With a figure like mine, I 
don't have to worry about 
getting a man. But, finding the 
right man isn’t so easy. 


V. ‘st appeared way back in 
the July '79 GENT, but she hasn’t been 
forgotten. We received quite a bit of 
mail on since then, saying what a 
great looking gal she is. We couldn’t 
agree more, and after looking at these 
photos, we think it was well worth the 
wait. Veronica has one of the 

’s — a firm 45, 


those sort of statistics, they have to be 
one of the best developed families on the 
block. They'd be great neighbors too. 


Wheronica ys that although she wasn’t 
considered anything special when she was 
growing up, she soon realized that her big 
boobs were a major asset. Which she does. 
not mind at all, since she figures she'd be a 
lot less popular without them. “I don’t mind 
when a man can’t take his eyes off my boobs, 
since they are pretty big,” she says. “But, for 
me to get interested, he has to pay attention 
to the other things about me. I have other 
talents which are just as pleasing.” No doubt. 
She says that during the day, when she’s hard 
at work as a foreperson at an electronics 
company, she dresses demurely. But, at night, 
she always wears sexy clothes. “I dress 
provocatively but in good taste,” sh 


BAMBI: 
: Shes A Dear 


B...: Leigh has to be 
one of the most gorgeous 
older women we've seen 
in a long time, and most 
likely the sexiest. She has 
an incredibly firm body, 
and a figure to match 
(43-25-36). She’s 5’1", 
and a wonderfully 
proportioned 109 pounds. 
And, besides those great 
Statistics, she’s got an 
equally fantastic sex 
appeal. For one thing, 
she’s old enough to know 
how to please a man, and 
young enough for some 
very athletic sex. That is a 
combination that can’t be 
beat. As she says, “Men 
are often very surprised 
when they get to know me 
better. Just because I’m 
older does not mean I’m a 
prude.” 
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B..: lives in California, and she says that living there 
has helped both her looks and her personality. She likes the 
way people in California take care of their bodies, and she 
likes their healthy attitude about sex. “Everyone here is 
really conscious about the way they look, which I think isa 
good thing. It’s helped me realize that just because a gal 
has turned 30, she can still be sexy and very desirable to 
the opposite sex. In fact, men prefer mature women if they 
haven’t let their bodies go to pot. I like a man who pay 
much attention to his body as I do to mine.” We asked her 
if she has any other qualifications for those lucky guys who 
get to spend some time with her. “Well, they don’t have to 
be real good looking, but I do like a man who cares more 
for other aspects of sex, rather than just the physical part 
of it. Don’t get me wrong, that part is important too. But, 
as I get older, I’m beginning to think more about things 
like gentleness and caring for one another, I'm not looking 
for a hot-blooded young stud, Just a man that takes the 
time to make love to me as it should be, nice and slow.” 
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Shaved 
Rdnticn 


E... time we turn around, it seems 
like Kitten is into something new. She 
has just returned from a record breaking 
engagement at the Le Cabaret Club in 
Las Vegas where she further established 
herself as the premier young stripper in 
the business. And this time she appeared 
with her brand-new shaved pussy. In the 
last installment of her interview, Kitten 
explained that one of her boyfriends 
doesn’t like pussy hair. So, she let him 
shave her, Which just goes to show you 
how obliging Kitten can be. She's also 
known to be open, honest, and a 
remarkably adept sexual athlete. q 


“Mirror, mirror on the wall...do I have to ask?” 
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MAMMARY LANE 


Although we specialize in 

big tits, GENT models also 
have nice faces. Even ina 
crowd, they’re unique. 


Fi Rankin (at left) is one of our 
all-time D-Cuppers from England 
who s d in rather provocative 
poses, One of the most exotic gals 

we’ ve ever featured was Rachel (at 
bottom) who worked as a belly dancer. 
She’s also a pretty big woman; 5'9”, 
140 pounds, and best of all, 44 inches 
where it counts. Mary (below) is a 
busty Irish woman who made the 
centerfold in the May *80 issue of 


GENT. She has a perfect set of 
40-inchers, and the sweetest smile 
we've ever seen. At left, Ana Lou and 
her friend Sharon, from their special 
layout in the Septeniber *80 GENT. 
Ana Lou goes back a while, and she 
got even more popular after she posed 
for us while she was nine months 
pregnant, We hate to disappoint her 
large following, but the last time we 
spoke with Ana Lou, she was thinking 
about retiring from nude modeling. 
Apparently, she’s considering marrying 
a guy who wants her to pose privately, 
Our famous slender-type model, Sylvia 
McFarland (below) goes back six 
years, and she’s still in demand, But 
we haven’t seen any new photos of her 
for two years, 
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H..,,, (above) is one of the nicest looking chubettes 
we’ ve ever seen, with well-rounded 45-inch D-cups. 
Unfortunately, she only posed once. Maylou (below) has 
huge 55-inchers, and a pretty face besides. Betsy (at right) 
is a good looking chick who appeared in May °80. 


C.. of the sexiest looking D-cuppers we 
have ever encountered, Charlotte (above) has 
not been active in modeling since 1977. The 
last we heard, she’s now living the country life 
in her native Tennessee. We hate to see a 
model of her qualifications retire, Holly Woods 
(at left) made her 44-inch debut in the July ’80 
GENT, and we also used her in the “Skinnies 
vs. Plumpers” section of Mammary Lane last 
issue. She's a good example of a heavy girl 
who’s slimmed down, as you can see by her 
stretch marks. She’s very cute too, and we 
hope to feature her again. 
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Spotlight 
On 


Vicki 
larnis 
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Wixi Harris began her career at 
GENT back in April of '79 and since 
then she’s gone on to become one of 
the most popular ladies we have ever 
featured, Vicki is a natural for us and 
has all the necessary qualifications. 
An incredible 44-28-38 body and a 
simply beautiful face. Best of all, 
she’s not afraid to be a real woman, 
which makes her even more fun to be 
with, She likes feminine things, like 
lace panties and fine lingerie, and 
she'd like to find a man who'd take 
care of her. As she said in one of her 
previous appearances, “Love is a two 
way street and if my man works hard 
to give me what I want, I work hard 
to give him what he wants in return.” 
As you can see, she has lots to 

offer a man. 
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Spotligiht 
On 


Vicki 
larris 


Natural blonde hair, a well-padded 
figure, a lovely face with an easy 
smile... Vicki belongs in the 
spotlight. 


T.... shots of Vicki (right) were taken from the April 
*80 issue and were quite a turn-on for many of our 
readers. The photo was Vicki’s idea. She explained that 
she likes to pamper herself and rubbing lotion all over her 
breasts is part of her morning cosmetic ritual. She thought 
men might like to see what a woman goes through to stay 
smooth and silky. It’s a time consuming chore, but one pat 
on Vicki’s lovely bottom tells you it’s all worth while. 


“When you pose by yourself 
you concentrate on the 
camera. When there are 
two of you, of course you 
have to concentrate on 

each other.” 


N.. some ladies might get a little uptight 
posing as a twosome, but Peggy and Doris hit 
it right off. Although Peg isn’t quite as amply 
endowed as Doris, she certainly has nothing 
to be ashamed of in any department. “This is 
fun,” Peggy said, “after all, four is better 
than two,” We figured out that she was 
counting boobies, but she had us confused for 
a minute. It wasn’t long before the two girls 
were all comfortable and unaware of the 
presence of the photographer — which is 
important for a successful session. “When 
I’m posing by myself,” Doris says, “I really 
concentrate on the camera, but when there are 
two models you have to concentrate on each 
other.” And that’s exactly whgt they did, to 
the point where GENT’s alert photographer 
almost felt as if he were intruding. But that’s 
the kind of girl-girl scene that renders great 
photos. 


HEADTRIP 


J took me a while to recognize her. 
Almost anybody would have made the 
same mistake because she was wearing 
a dark wig that made her hair look short 
and bobbed off, instead of the usual 
long blonde mass of honey. She also had 
on a heavy wool coat that was too long, 
so you couldn’t see much of what had 
ee Sea 
BY STAN KARPINSKI 


lately become the most famous body in 
the world. Just one glance at those big 
round breasts, or that small waist that 
swelled out into a wealth of goodies 
around the hips would have been 
enough. But, with that coat on, I just 
didn’t recognize her. 

She came in all alone, wearing dark 
glasses late at night. I was standing 
behind the desk, thinking it was just 
another slow night in the motel busi- 
ness. Things can get really slow when 
you own a motel off the beaten path in 
the Colorado mountains and it is mov- 
ing into October — too late for summer 
tourists and too early for the skiers. 

“Do you have a room for the night?” 
she asked, in a voice at once whiskey 
soft and yet firm. 

I grinned at her. “Sure, take your 
pick. I’ve got a whole motel full of 
rooms available for tonight.” 

“I don’t need a whole motel full of 
rooms,” she said stiffly. “I only need a 
double. How much is a double?” 

“Twenty-two dollars this time of 
year,” 

She filled out a registration card and I 
gave her room number 20, way down at 
the end. She didn’t even say “thank 
you” when I handed her the key. There 
was no answer when I wished her good 
night as she went out the door. I figured 
she was either a first class bitch, or just 


overly tired from traveling all day. 

It wasn’t 15 minutes later that the 
switchboard lit up under room number 
twenty’s light. I picked up the little 
phone set and flipped the switch. 

“Yes, may I help you?” I asked. 
Did you know there are no clean 
down here?” she snapped at me. 
No, ma’am, I thought I had put 
some in that room, but I can bring some 
clean ones right away.” 

She hung up and I went to the 
storeroom in back, got out two clean 
glasses in their little sanitized bags, and 
walked to her room. 

I knocked. “Come in!” she yelled. 

I walked in and right then, I knew 
who she was. She still had on that silly 
dark wig, but the dark glasses were 
gone, so I could see her face clearly, 
Also, the coat was gone and the form- 
fitting pantsuit she was wearing left 
absolutely none of her body to the 
imagination. It was Diana Walker, the 
hottest name in acting at the moment. 
The first, the only, big name female star 
to do a porno bit in a major studio film. 
She had millions of fans as a serious 
actress and was considered one of the 
biggest female stars around. Then she 
did the detective film with the porno 
bits in it and the world went wild. 

Thad seen the film in Denver only a 
few weeks before. At the beginning, it 
was just another big budget film about a 
diamond robbery. But in the opening of 
Diana Walker’s first scene; the entire 
screen is all blurry, then slowly the 
camera pans back with the blurry mo- 
tions bobbing all over the screen, until it 
finally becomes clear that it’s a woman 
with her lips wrapped around an im- 
mense cock, blowing the guy for all 
she’s worth. When the camera finally 
gets everything in the room in focus, it’s 
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Illustration by Otis Sweat 


Diana Walker was the 
most famous sex star 
in cinema...And now 
she was drunk and 
surly in room 20 down 
at the end. He braced 
himself for a headtrip 
he would never forget. 
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easy to see that the woman is Diana 
Walker and the cock belongs to an im- 
mensely well-endowed porno star 
called Richard Mint. 

People went wild and lined up for 
blocks at every theater to see that film. 
Diana Walker, a great star, sucking 
cock, fucking like a rabid mink, taking 
it up the ass, eating some black pussy 
and generally getting reamed and steam 
cleaned. Even the critics loved it. They 
had all given her great reviews for her 
movies, but now, as one critic said, 
“Diana Walker proved that she’s not 
only one of the world’s greatest actres- 
ses, but one of the great cocksuckers as 
well.” 


I looked at her now, this fabulous 
woman with the unforgettable body. 
Her lips were just as red and full as they 
had been when stretched around the 
stud’s cock. I could still see the way she 
blew that guy, almost in a frenzy of 
hunger, as she forced more and more of 
that monstrous tool down her throat, the 
cock thick and pulsing, with little rivers 
of her spit running down the shaft. Fas- 
ter, faster, she had worked at him, her 
head bobbing, working, with the suck- 
ing slurping noises filling the theater, 
until with a loud groan, the stud un- 
loaded, squirting thick wads of cum 
into her mouth, cum that ran down her 
chin as she licked and sucked at his 
cock. She had drained him flat. 


I tried to shake the images from my 
mind as I looked at her. “ You're Diana 
Walker, aren’t you?” I said to her. 

“Oh shit,” she said, sitting down on 


the bed. “Not you too. Dammit, 
everywhere I go, it’s the same thing. 
Somebody recognizing me, some local 
small town stud after me to suck his 
dinky little cock. I’m so sick of it all.” 

I felt sorry for her. “Look, Miss 
Walker, I’m sorry about any ...” 

She glared up at me. “Sorry? What 
the fuck do you know about sorry, you 
small town hick? Come on, you wanna 
have me suck your cock, or maybe you 
wanna fuck me up the ass? Huh, is that 
what you want of me, you two-bit night- 


“Then I shoved her 
down on the bed and 
went down on her, 
smelling the sweet 
odor of her dripping 
chasm.” 


clerk? Come on, fella, give me my glass 
and get the hell out of here.” 

I left the glasses on the desk and 
walked out, trying to hide my anger at 
the stinging bite of her words. But in 
spite of those words and my anger, I felt 
sorry for this woman who had finally 
broken all the rules. It must have been 
hell for her. 

I wasn’t back in the office for more 
than half an hour, when she buzzed 
again. “Goddammit, there's no ice in 
this crummy room. How can I have a 


“Legionnaire’s Disease! 
Didn’t I warn you about Beau Geste and his buddies?” 
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decent drink without any ice?” 

“From the sounds of it, you seem to 
have done all right so far,” I said. 

“Never mind the smart talk, country 
boy, just get down here and bring me 
some ice.” 

I was mad enough to crush the ice 
with my bare hands, but I still got her a 
bucketfull and took it to her room. 

She was still dressed in the pantsuit, 
but now the TV was going. Her face 
seemed flushed and her voice was 
slightly slurred. She had a water glass 
of bourbon in her right hand. 

“Set it on the desk over there,” she 
said. I did so, then started to leave. 

“Wait a minute, hick,” she said, as I 
was almost to the door. I turned around 
and came back to the center of the 
room. “Here!” she said, throwing a 
handful of coins into my face. “There's 
a little tip for your trouble, my man!” 
The words came out low and snarling, 
like an animal. 

I couldn’t take it any more. I took a 
step forward and popped her open- 
handed across the cheek, hard enough 
to make her eyes swim out of focus and 
her body sway backward. Then she re- 
covered, tossed the glass of whiskey in 
my face and came at me, fangs and 
claws at the ready. 

I managed to grab her by both wrists 
before she tore my face open, but she 
was still kicking and biting like a cor- 
nered cat. I flipped her around and 
grabbed her from behind, shoving her 
down on the bed, but she bounced right 
back up and came at me again. She 
slammed into me hard enough to knock 
me to the floor and I held her off with 
one hand while I backed away to the 
bed. I got up into a sitting position and 
she was standing over me, swinging 
wildly and grabbing at my hair. I 
reached up and grabbed her by the waist 
of her pants, but the overworked zipper 
simply burst, so I yanked the pants 
down around her legs, effectively 
hobbling her and leaving her com- 
pletely exposed. Apparently, stars of 
her caliber never wear underpants. 

By now, I was really boiling mad. I 
hauled her over my lap and started 
pounding the most beautiful butt in 
Hollywood for all I was worth. She 
kicked and screamed and carried on, 
but no one was around to hear her. 
Soon, her butt was a dull, glowing red 
and all the fight had gone out of her. My 
anger had died down too and instead of 
spanking her, I found my hand wan- 
dering softly over those two perfect 
half-moons of butt. She groaned low in 

t=continued on page 90 


Mammary Lane 


Above—Betsy made an 
appearance in our May 
*80 issue, and we called 
her layout “Pride of the 
Yankees,” Since she’s 
from Connecticut, and 
has a fantastic pair of 
42-inchers, the title 
seemed appropriate. 
Left— Jane is known as 
the girl with the jiggling 
jugs because we were 
fortunate enough to 
photograph those big tits 
in action while she was 
jumping rope. Her 
46-inchers were even 
more amazing in slow 
motion. 


Above—Doris was featured in 

GENT posing with another gal 

named Peggy. Doris has appeared often 
over the past couple of years, and we 
think she has a perfect slim-type 
figure— tight and firm, but still 
sporting great-sized tits. Look for her 
in coming issues. 
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Left—Janice Hurst has 
been a perennial favorite 
at GENT ever since her 
debut as a centerfold 
back in ’75. She’s been 
our covergirl and 
featured in many layouts 
since then, and we never 
get tired of her. She’s a 
classic D-cupper, and 
then some. Her breasts 
were in a size class 
where few models can. 
compete— truly an. 
all-time great! 


Below—The formation of Billy's great, 
mammaries caused quite a stir, after her 
appearance in the August ’80 GENT She 
has a strapping 44-31-39 figure, but her 
big round aureolae, topped off with perky 
pink nipples, captured all the attention. 


Left—This is Yum Yum Yankowitz, one 
of the most famous D-cuppers we've ever 
laid out. Yum Yum is 5’4” and her 
measurements are 45-26-37. Calling 
Yum Yum a D-cup in this copy is purely 
academic since there is no way she can 
fit into a store-bought bra. Gals with 
breasts of this extraordinary girth 
reside in a world of custom-made 
clothes. 
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Below —Kristina made the centerfold in the 
July ’80 GENT, and it was a well deserved 
honor. She is 5/10”, 140 well-proportioned 
pounds, and is 40-plus inches around the 
bust. She originally hails from Denmark, but 
is now living in Los Angeles, trying to break 
into the movies. With those jugs, it shouldn’t 
be all that difficult. 


Right— Mary was the centerfold girl in the 
May '80 GENT, and we don’t think we’ve ever 
seen a sweeter looking girl. Her bust is just 
over 40 inches, but that only begins to 
describe her charms. She’s a gorgeous and 
passionate redhead, with a sort of girl 
next-door appeal. Her main ambition in life is 
to finish college, become a schoolteacher, and 
then settle down with a nice Irish guy. We're 
glad her other ambition was to pose for men’s 
magazines, since she was just right for 
GENT...And for some lucky guy too. 


Right—This photo of 
Star Murphy is a 
GENT classic, and this 
is a big tit pose often 
requested by our 
readers. The only 
trouble is that very 
few models have jugs 
big enough to pull it 
off. Star was a very 
popular poster girl for 
us quite a few years 
ago, and despite the 
many D-cuppers we've 
seen since, very few 
have been able to do 
this titty trick. 


Headtrip 
sscontinued from page 86 


her throat and spread her legs. I reached 
between, running my hand up to the lips 
of her furry cunt. She was soaking and 
hot to the touch. I slipped a finger into 
her cunt and she groaned again, grind- 
ing her cunt between my legs and my 
hand. 

“Come on, baby!” she said. “Come 
on!” 

I rolled her over on the bed and she 
kicked the pants the rest of the way off 
her feet. Then she practically tore all 
the buttons off the top half of her 
pantsuit and yanked it away. Nothing 
but skin lived in that pantsuit, the most 
beautiful, perfect skin in the world. The 
whole time, I was tearing at my clothes, 
ripping them in my haste. She stared at 
my erect cock as it flopped out, red and 
pulsating. 

“You've got the kind of cock I like,” 
she said. “A real beauty, not too long, 
but thick, with a head like a fist.” She 
took my cock in her hand, stroking it, 
running her fingers up and down the 
shaft, catching the leakage with her 
thumb and smearing it over the head. 
Then, with a look of amusement and 
hunger on her face, she started gobbling 
my tool, taking the whole thing into her 
throat, bobbing up and down, licking 
the head with her tongue while she 
worked. 

When I could feel the cum building 
up, I knew it was time to quit. She was 
too much woman to waste on just a shot 
down the throat. I grabbed her by the 
hair and pulled her face away. She 
looked disappointed, but then I shoved 
her down on the bed and went down on 
her, smelling the sweet odor of her 
dripping cunt. I licked her clitoris, easy 
at first, then harder and harder, working 
my thumb into her cunt at the same 
time. She came so quickly it amazed 
me, her hips hammering the bed while 
she clasped my head between those two 
smooth thighs. 

I waited a few minutes for the pulsa- 
tions in her cunt to die down, then 
started kissing my way up her belly. I 
got between her legs and reached down 
to guide my cock in, but her hand was 
already there, rubbing the head of my 
cock all around the hole, wetting it with 
lots of juice. Then she placed the head 
right into the edge of the hole and let go, 
placing her hands on my hips. I slid it 
home to the hilt in one long, slow 
movement. She groaned and her hips 
started grinding under me in response to 
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my steady, deep thrusts. 

I don’t know how long we kept up 
that sensual grind, but it seemed like 
hours and was over much too soon. By 
the end, we were both hammering furi- 
ously at each other and when I shot my 
cum into her, the explosion was cosmic 
in its intensity. 

Later, when we were lying together, 
one of her legs thrown across mine, we 
started to talk, 

“T'm sorry,” she said. 

“Sorry for what?” 

“All those incredibly cruel things I 
said to you. You're not really a hick, 
Not at all. Nobody who fucks like you 
do could possibly be a hick.” She gig- 
gled a little, very girlish. 

“That's all right, I've been called 
worse things.” 

“T'd like to explain. You see, when 
they released that movie, I just had 
completely underestimated the public 
reaction. I mean, porno movies and 
major films have been coming closer 
together in content and style for several 
years, so when a producer I know — 
rather intimately — brought up the 
idea, I thought what the hell? You 
know? It seemed almost a natural and 
he convinced me that only a major star 
like myself could pull it off. 

“So I did it. It was fun making the 
movie and it was just like the other 
films, except the sex wasn’t simulated 
and we did all of our fucking in front of 
the camera instead of in the dressing 
rooms. But then came the uproar when 
it was released. I had church groups 
after me, Nazis after me, Communists 
after me, death threats, kidnapping 
threats, a bomb was thrown at my house 
and my car was shot full of holes one 
night. Oh, you just can’t imagine what it 
was like. Finally, two days ago, I 
couldn’t take it anymore, I disguised 
myself, took a car that belonged to a 
friend and left a note saying I was going 
on vacation. I have to be in New York 
next week to do some promotion work 
for the film, but until that time, I just 
plan to take my time going across the 
country, seeing the sights and trying to 
enjoy the peace and quiet. Only now 
that you've recognized me, I suppose 
that’s all gone now.” 

Itook a long drag on my cigarette. “It 
doesn’t have to be all gone,” I said. 

“What do you mean?” she asked 
suspiciously. 

“T mean, for a price, I would be wil- 
ling to keep my mouth shut about who 
you are and where you are.” 

“You sonofabitch!” she screamed, 
slamming her fist down on my chest. 


“Nothing but a dirty fucking black- 
mailer! Well, I'll tell you right now—” 

“Hold it! Hold it! You haven’t heard 
what my price is yet.” 

Her eyes got a crafty look in them 
and the edges of her mouth looked like 
they had been set in concrete. “Okay, 
how much?” 

“Nothing.” 

“Nothing?” she said, stunned. 
“Who the fuck are you kidding? What 
the hell are you trying to pull anyway?” 

Trolled over on my side and lay fac- 
ing her, “It’s easy. All you have to do to 
buy my silence is stay around here for 
four or five days. You can have this 
room rent free. No one will know you’ re 
here. I have a string of pack horses 
stabled out back and enough camping 
supplies to last us a week. There are 
some good trout streams and when we 
get back up in those hills, there’s not a 
soul in the world to bother us. The 
weather is still warm, but the nights are 
crisp enough to make snuggling in a 
sleeping bag a highly amusing activity. 
Not that you have to fish or hike or do 
anything. If you want, you can just go 
along and sit on your ass all week while 
I set up the camp and catch the fish and 
do the cooking. Whatever you want to 
do.” 

She looked at me strangely for a 
moment, “Let me get this straight. 
You're offering me a free vacation 
here?” 

“That's right. No fuss, no muss. Just 
a few days of getting your head 
straightened out. Good booze, good 
healthy exercise, fresh mountain air and 
as much good sex as either one of us can 
stand.” 

She said nothing for a while, then she 
silently began to nibble at my cock, 
bringing it back to life again. Soon, I 
was moaning deep in my throat, 
growling out my pleasure, as her lips 
and tongue worked fiercely at my thick 
cock. Finally, I could restrain myself no 
longer and shot wad after wad of sticky 
white cum in her mouth, while she 
sucked it down hungrily. Then, still 
licking my cum off her lips, she raised 
her head and smiled at me. “How did 
you know that I like to go fishing and 
that trout is one of my favorite dishes?” 
she asked with a wicked grin. 

“Just a guess, a very lucky guess,” I 
mumbled, starting my path of kisses 
down her belly. 

She made her appointments in New 
York right on time the following week. 
Tt was a good thing too, because I’m not 
sure I could have taken another day of 
fried trout. 


SUE NERO 
ts continued from page 17 


girlfriend just worked with him on a 
film he did with Marilyn Chambers, 
who is his new lady. 

GENT: What was the film called? 
SUE: It’s called “INSATIABLE” and 
should be out soon. I heard he made 
Marilyn do a lot of crazy shit in it like 
getting fucked in the ass with a bowling 
pin. She also had to deep throat John 
Holmes, if you can imagine that! From 
what I understand he held her up upside 
down by the ankles and shoved his 14- 
inch cock down her throat. I don’t think 
I could even swallow a cock that big. 
Anyway, from what I understand, 
Chuck Traynor is into dominating and 
ruling his women. And he’s very mean. 
and sadistic. 

GENT: Linda Lovelace was married to 
him for a while. Do you think his 
women get off on his sadism? 


“T love men who don’t 
wear underwear and 
let their dicks travel 
down their legs.” 


SUE: They have to get off on it. Why 
would they stand for it? 

GENT: Linda Lovelace talks about get- 
ting it on with Sammy Davis Jr. in her 
book. If you had your choice, what 
Hollywood stars would you like to 
fuck? 

SUE: I /ove Charles Bronson. Mmmm, I 
know he'd fuck me rough. He just (she 
growls). Mmmmm, he’s getting older 
now but I dig some old men. 

GENT: What would you do to Charles to 
turn him on? 

SUE: I'd probably just cup his ass in my 
hands and pull him into my mouth. (she 
thinks a moment) Jim Brown the foot- 
ball player is hot. Al Pacino looked 
great in “CRUISING,” Ron O'Neal is 
hot — Superfly. I like black men ‘cause 
I generally find them very animal, very 
aggressive. They say shit. They say real 
good stuff. 

GENT: What female actresses do you 
think are hot? 

SUE: Vanessa del Rio in porn. I like soft 
sexy women. I’m not into the butch trip 
at all. Raquel Welch, I love her. And 
Ann-Margret, wow! I think she’s a real 
sexy woman. It would be nice to make 


love to both of them. 

GENT: How would you want to make 
love to them? 

SUE: I make love to a woman different 
than a man. It’s much softer, the words 
are softer, Marilyn Monroe would have 
been my favorite to sleep with. I could 
relate to her. I’ve read so much about 
her. She had a lot of gay friends also. 
GENT: Are most of your woman friends. 
gay? 

SUE: No, they're bisexual — or 
“openly” sexual. I think that’s a better 
expression. 

GENT: You've talked about making it 
with girls, even as a teenager. Have you 
ever given any thought, now that you’re 
a “mature woman,” to making it with 
boys? I mean young boys, 15, 16- 
years-old? 

SUE: Oh yeahhh. I know that will be my 
new thing, my new little kink in a few 
years. I love boywatching and staring at 
their tight little asses. 

GENT: Are you also a crotch watcher? 
SUE: Definitely. But I’m particularly an 
ass watcher. I'm an ass watcher from 
way back when. I love looking at men’s 
asses, girls’ asses too. But as far as 
crotches go, I love men who don’t wear 
underwear and let their dicks travel 
down their legs. That turns me on — 


especially if the dick is big. But if a guy 
does wear underwear I like skimpy, 
silky things on men ... or stuff like 
leather jockstraps get me hot. If a guy 
wraps his cock in a piece of leather my 
mouth starts to water. I just have to suck 
that cock so bad. 

GENT: How about wrapping women’s 
panties around a guy’s cock? Does that 
make your mouth water also? 

SUE: Umm, sometimes I like to put 
on a man and get into “cross- 
ing,” but not that often. It goes 
against a lot of my fantasies about what 
aman is. Like I’m not into seeing a man 
dressed as a woman, I like to see aman 


GENT: How about putting something 
edible on a man’s dick? Did you ever get 
off with food and sex? 

SUE: Oh sure. L used to put honey on this 
boyfriend of mine’s cock and suck it 
like that all the time. One time I put on 
too much and it was so sweet my eyes 
were tearing. (giggles) Yeah, honey, 
whipped cream, peanut butter, every- 
thing! 

GENT: What was your favorite “cock 
topping” of them all? 

SUE: Uhh ... honey ... and jelly. 
Whipped cream is good too, But it can 
all get fattening, (laughs) Yeah, you 
know it’s fun now and then. I like wine 


“She’s part mermaid and part sea cow.” 
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too. 

GENT: What did you do with wine? 
SUE: I poured it on my girlfriends’ 
pussy and sucked her pussy. It wasn’t a 
lot of wine. Wine tends to make me 
sleepy. 

GENT: You told me you weren’t kinky 
and now I’m finding out all these juicy 
things about you. Did you ever fuck 
outdoors? 

SUE: (laughs) Yeah, I love it. I love 
doing impetuous things — like giving 
head to a guy in an elevator. I used to do 
that in San Francisco. I call it my “risk 
factor.” I dig getting it on in public 
places where I may get caught. I love 
sucking dick in a car while my man is 
driving. That’s fun. You know, I even 
masturbate myself while I’m driving. 
Guys drive up beside me and I have my 
pants down around my ankles and pre- 
tend that I’m not really playing with 
myself. ... I realize, though, that driv- 


“I love doing 
impetuous things 
like sucking dick 

in a car while my 
man is driving or 
masturbating myself 
while I’m driving.” 


ing with my pants down can be danger- 
ous. I just hope I’m never stopped by 
the police. 

GENT: You sound like a real hardcore 
masturbator. Have you been playing 
with yourself a long time? 


“I wish my husband was worth that much!” 
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SUE: As long as I can remember. I’ve 
had sexual fantasies since I was very 
young. I know this might sound crazy, 
but I think I can even remember having 
them when I was in diapers. And when I 
was a little girl I used to love playing 
with my “tutu,” that’s what I used to 
call my cunt. As a matter of fact, it’s 
what I still call my cunt when I’m in 
polite company. 

GENT: You must have lost your virginity 
at a very young age? 

SUE: Not that young. I was 16-years-old 
at the time. I lost it to my best friend, 
who was my boyfriend then. He’s gay 
now. Even though I thought I was very 
sexually liberated at the time we really 
didn’t know what we were doing. I just 
wanted to fuck a man because my 
girlfriend did it with her boyfriend. 
Anyway, we did it in the basement of 
his parent’s house during a party. His 
parents were upstairs. I remember put- 
ting a rubber on him and giving him a 
blowjob over the rubber. It tasted awful! 
GENT: You gave him a blowjob over the 
rubber?! 

SUE: (she laughs) Yeah, I thought I was 
being very professional. He came pretty 
fast when he fucked me and it hurt be- 
cause I really wasn’t broken in, 

GENT: Did you fuck him a lot after that 
first time? 

SUE: No. He was my own age and as 
soon as I discovered sex I started getting 
into older guys — so that they could 
teach me the ropes. 


GENT: Well, now that you've “learned 
the ropes” and have emerged as one of 
the most popular sex actresses on the 
scene today, I want to ask you one last 
question. 

SUE: I’m ready. 

GENT: If you had the power to change 
anything about the porn industry what 
would you change? 


SUE: Well, number one I think the ac- 
tors and actresses should get residuals, 
or, be cut in on some of the profits from 
the films. I really think they’re entitled, 
especially the top people like Annette 
Haven and John Holmes, who just by 
their very presence in a film can make it 
ahit. Like Linda Lovelace. That’s prob- 
ably why she had to write Ordeal. She’s 
not getting anything from that film and 
her name has been like a household 
word for years. All I’m saying is that if 
the top people in Hollywood are getting 
a piece of the profits, so should the top 
people in porn. It would give all of us in 
the business a lot more to work for, and 
to look forward to, than just another 
cock down our throats. G 


6.01, a great centerfold girl, is a beautiful blonde 

living in Los Angeles and trying to break into the movie business 
She was born and raised in a small town in Alberta, Canada, but 
left for Hollywood right after high school. Her story is typical in 


some ways, but there is one thing that is not at all typical — her 
figure. Every inch of her body (43-24-36) is just right; a classically 
proportioned gal. And, at 5’6”, 125 pounds, she’s truly a D-cup 
delight. Which leads us to the most exquisite part of her — those 
wonderfully shaped tits — soft, creamy, and huge. And, to top it all 
off, two virginal areolae tinted a barely perceptible shade of pink, 
surrounding tiny, never suckled nipples 


W.:. somebody like Cooki home in bed, it certainly would be hard to 
ever leave. Cooki says there are good reasons for lolling around in the 
morning. “Well, it’s nice to sort of ease into the day, taking the time to enjoy 
yourself. I think being lazy makes me more sensual than other people, 
especially sexually. If you move slow, you feel everything more. Besides, 
most really nice things happen in bed, at any time.” 
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